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the intercollegiate record for the half-mile. He died at an early,
age. Erskine Smith is now a well-known civil engineer. A close
friend, though not a room-mate, of mine then was Bob Carey, who
is now Governor of Wyoming. I also went around with die Elkins
boys of West Virginia.
Later I roomed with Walter Stokes and Tom Guflfey, of Pitts-
burgh. Tom was a queer boy, one of his hobbies being to collect
knives. To frighten us, he sometimes sneaked into the room after
lights were out, carrying a knife, its long blade gleaming in the
faint luminosity from the hall. He scared us, too, for neither Walter
nor I quite knew what Tom might do with a knife on those
occasions.
Though I was terrible as a student, I did well in certain other
school activities. In athletics, for example. Our track coach was
Mike Sweeney, who then held the world's record for the high
jump. I was on the cross-country team and also on the track team,
running the mile and the two miles. My best time for the mile was
4.59. I competed one year on the Hill School team in the inter-
scholastic meet at Princeton. My chief rival at Hill in distance
running was Hermann Hagedorn.
Encouraged, perhaps, by my former success as a home lecturer,
I also went in for public speaking at Hill School and won four
gold medals. Here my principal competitor was Russell Bowie,
now a well-known clergyman of New York. I joined the Dramatic
Club and used to take female roles in the school plays.
Really I ought to have brought away from Hill School pleasanter
memories than I did, for it was a beautiful place with fine old trees
and lawns and the buildings enclosing a quadrangle, English
fashion. Though at the time it seemed a sort of nightmare I sup-
posed I had to live through, my five years at Hill were far from
being time wasted. By making me apply myself to studies, the
faculty inculcated in me habits that stood me in good stead later.
I can truthfully say that Hill laid the foundation of my life, and I
would not want any tiling I have written here about it interpreted
as ingratitude.
On each floor of our dormitory cottage at the school lived a pro-
fessor as mentor. The one on my hall was Charles J. Hatfield, who
is now a doctor in Philadelphia. He was a young Princeton

